BOOKS FROM THE WORLD OF PERCY JACKSON

PERCY JACKSON AND THE OLYMPIANS
Book One: The Lightning Thief*
Book Twos: The Sea of Monsters*
Book Three: The Titan’s Curse™
Book Four: The Battle of the Labyrinth*
Book Five: The Last Olympian*
Book Six: The Chalice of the Gods

The Denigod Files

Percy Jackson and the Greek Gods
Percy Jackson and the Greek Heroes
Camp Half-Blood Confidential

THE HEROES OF OLYMPUS
Book One: The Lost Hero™
Book Two: The Son of Neptune®
Book Three: The Mark of Athena
Book Four: The House of Hades
Book Five: The Blood of Olympus

The Demigod Diaries
Demigods and Magicians

THE TRIALS OF APOLLO
Book One: The Hidden Oracle
Book Two: The Dark Prophecy

Book Three: The Burning Maze
Book Four: The Tyrant’s Tomb
Book Five: The Tower of Nero

Camp Jupiter Classified

The Sun and the Star: A Nico di Angelo Adventure
(with Mark Oshiro)

&A[SO ﬂvdilﬂb[{’ as ﬂg'l’a]’fh[[ HOV(’I

—

PERC
ACKS

< AND THE OLYMPIANS »

RICK RIORDAN

PUFFIN


https://www.libris.ro/percy-jackson-and-the-sea-of-monsters-rick-BRT9780141346847--p1250328.html

To Parrick Jobn Riordan, | the best Storytfl/fr in the family

PUFRFIN BOOKS
UK | USA | Canada | Treland | Australia
Todia | New Zealand | South Africa

Puftin Books is part of the Penguin Random Flousc group of conpanies

whose addresses can be found ar glabal. penguinrandombonse.con.

www.pengumn.co.uk  www.puffincouk  wwwladybird.co.uk

Penguin
Random House
UK

First published in the USA by Hyperion Books for Children 2006
Published in Great Britain by Puffin Books 2006
This edition published 2013

Reissued 2018, 2023
082

Perey Jackson and the Titar’s Curse: first published in the USA by
Hyperion Books fot Children and in Great Britain by Puffin Books zoo7

Text copyright © Rick Riordan, 2006, 2007

The moral right of the author has been asserted
All rights reserved

Set in Centauc M T
Printed and bound in Great Britain by Clays Ltd, Elcograf S.pA.

The authorized representative in the EEA is Penguin Random House Ireland,
Morrison Chambers, 32 Nassau Street, Dublin poz v168

A CIP caralogue record for this book is available from che British Library
ISBN: 978—0—141—34684—7

All correspondence to:
Puffin Books
Penguin Random House Children'’s
One Embassy Gardens, 8 Viaduct Gardens, London swi1 78w

* MIX Penguin Random House is commitced to a
Paper | Supporting sustainable futare for our business, our readers
ESC responsible farsstry and our planec This book is made from Forest
wwsesy  FSC® C018178 Stewardship Council” cernlied paper

CONTENTS

B> =

[ ® My Best Friend Shops for a Wedding Dress 1
2 * I Play Dodgeball with Cannibals 8
3 * We Hail the Taxi of Eternal Torment 24
4 * Tyson Plays with Fire 36
5 ¢ I Get a New Cabin Mate 46
6 * Demon Pigeons Attack 63
7 * I Accept Gifts from a Stranger 81
8 ¢ We Board the Princess Andromeda 102
9 « I Have the Worst Family Reunion Ever 116
10 * We Hitch a Ride with Dead Confederates 128
I1 * Clarisse Blows Up Everything 142
[2.  We Check In to C.Cls Spa & Resort 158
[3 * Annabeth Tries to Swim Home 178
14 « We Meet the Sheep of Doom 193
[5 * Nobody Gets the Fleece 205
[6 * T Go Down with the Ship 214
17 ® We Get a Surprise on Miami Beach 220
18 ¢ The Party Ponies Invade 230
19 * The Chariot Race Ends with a Bang 242
20 * The Fleece Works Its Magic Too Well 257



my BEST FRIEND SHOPS FOR A
WEDDING DRESS

My nightmare started like this.

I was standing on a deserted street in some little beach
town. It was the middle of the night. A storm was blowing.
Wind and rain ripped at the palm trees along the sidewalk.
Pink and yellow stucco buildings lined the street, their
windows boarded up. A block away, past a line of hibiscus
bushes, the ocean churned.

Florida, 1 thought. Though I wasn't sure how | knew
that. I'd never been to Florida.

Then I heard hooves clattering against the pavement. I
turned and saw my friend Grover running for his life.

Yeah, T said hooves.

Grover is a satyr. From the waist up, he looks like a
typical gangly teenager with a peach-fuzz goatee and a bad
case of acne. He walks with a strange limp, but unless you
happen to catch him without his trousers on (which I don't
recommend), youd never know there was anything un-
human about him. Baggy jeans and fake feet hide the fact
that he’s got furry hindquarters and hooves.

Grover had been my best friend in sixth grade. Hed
gone on this adventure with me and a girl named Annabeth
to save the world, but I hadn't seen him since last July,
when he set off alone on a dangerous quest — a quest no

satyr had ever returned from.

{7



Anyway, in my_dreani, Grover, was hauling goat tatl,
holding his humanshoes| in, his_hands the way he does
when he needs to move fast. He clopped past the litele
tourist shops and surfboard rental places. The wind bent
the palm trees almost to the ground.

Grover was terrified of something behind him. He
must've just come from the beach. Wet sand was caked in
his fur. Hed escaped from somewhere. He was trying to
get away from . . . something.

A bone-rattling growl cut through the storm. Behind
Grover, at the far end of the block, a shadowy tigure loomed.
It swatted aside a street lamp, which burst in a shower of
sparks.

Grover stumbled, whimpering in fear. He muttered to
himself, Have to get away. Have to warn them!

I couldn’t see what was chasing him, but I could hear
it muttering and cursing. The ground shook as it got closer.
Grover dashed around a street corner and faltered, He'd
run into a dead-end courtyard full of shops. No time to
back up. The nearest door had been blown open by the
storm. The sign above the darkened display window read:
ST AUGUSTINE BRIDAL BOUTIQUE.

Grover dashed inside. He dived behind a rack of
wedding dresses.

The monster’s shadow passed in front of the shop. 1
could smell the thing — a sickening combination of wet
sheep wool and rotten meat and that weird sour body odour
only monsters have, like a skunk that’s been living off
Mexican food.

Grover trembled behind the wedding dresses. The

monster’s shadow passed on.
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Silence except for the rain. Grover took a deep breath.
Maybe the thing was gone.

Then lightning flashed. The entire front of the store
exploded, and a monstrous voice bellowed, MIITIINE!

I sat bolt upright, shivering in my bed.

There was no storm. No monster.

Morning sunlight filtered through my bedroom
window.

I thought I saw a shadow flicker across the glass — a
humanlike shape. But then there was a knock on my
bedroom door — my mom called, ‘Percy, you're going to be
late’ — and the shadow at the window disappeared.

It must've been my imagination. A fifth-storey window
with a rickety old fire escape . . . there couldn't have been
anyone out there.

‘Come on, dear; my mother called again. ‘Last day of
school. You should be excited! You've almost made it!’

‘Coming, I managed.

I felt under my pillow. My fingers closed reassuringly
around the ballpoint pen I always slept with. I brought it
out, studied the Ancient Greek writing engraved on the
side: Anaklusmos. Riptide.

I thought about uncapping tt, but something held me
back. T hadn't used Riptide for so long . . .

Besides, my mom had made me promise not to use
deadly weapons in the apartment after I'd swung a javelin
the wrong way and taken out her china cabinet. I put
Anaklusmos on my nightstand and dragged myself out of

bed.
I got dressed as quickly as I could. T tried not to think
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about my npightmare_or monsters, or the shadow at my
window.

Have to get away. Have to warn them!

What had Grover meant?

I made a three-fingered claw over my heart and pushed
outwards — an ancient gesture Grover had once taught me
for warding off evil.

The dream couldn’t have been real.

Last day of school. My mom was right, I should have
been excited. For the first time in my life, I'd almost made
it an entire year without getting expelled. No weird
accidents. No fights in the classroom. No teachers turning
into monsters and trying to kill me with poisoned cafeteria
food or exploding homework. Tomorrow, I'd be on my
way to my favourite place in the world — Camp Half-
Blood.

Only one more day to go. Surely even I couldn’t mess
that up.

As usual, T didn't have a clue how wrong | was.

My mom made blue waffles and blue eggs for breakfast.
She’s funiny that way, celebrating special occasions with blue
food. T think it’s her way of saying anything is possible.
Percy can pass seventh grade. Waffles can be blue. Little
miracles like that. :

I ate at the kitchen table while my mom washed dishes.
She was dressed in her work uniform — a starry blue skirt
and a red-and-white striped blouse she wore to sell candy
at Sweet on America. Her long brown hair was pulled back
in a ponytail.

The waffles tasted great, but I guess I wasn't digging
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in like I usually did. My mom looked over and frowned.
‘Percy, are you all right?’

“Yeah . . . fine/

But she could always tell when something was bothering
me. She dried her hands and sat down across from me.
‘School, or . . )

She didn’t need to finish. 1 knew what she was asking.

‘I think Grover’s in trouble, I said, and I told her about
my dream.

She pursed her lips. We didn't talk much about the other
part of my life. We tried to live as normally as possible,
but my mom knew all about Grover.

‘1 wouldn't be too worried, dear, she said. ‘Grover is a
big satyr now. If there were a problem, I'm sure we would've
heard from . . . from camp . . . Her shoulders tensed as
she satd the word camp.

“What is it?’ I asked.

"Nothing, she said. T1I tell you what. This afternoon
we'll celebrate the end of school. I'll take you and Tyson
to Rockefeller Center — to that skateboard shop you like!

Oh, man, that was tempting. We were always struggling
with money. Between my mom’s night classes and my private
school tuition, we could never afford to do special stuff
like shop for a skateboard. But something in her voice
bothered me.

‘Wait a minute, I said. T thought we were packing me
up for camp tonight!

She twisted her dishcloth. Ah, dear, about that . . . I
got a message from Chiron last night!

My heart sank. Chiron was the activities director at

Camp Half-Blood. He wouldn’t contact us unless
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something serious_was going on. ‘What did he say?’

‘He thinks . .. 7t might not be safe for you to come
to camp just yet. We might have to postpone.

‘Postpone? Mom, how could it not be safe? I'm a half-
blood! It’s like the only safe place on earth for me!’

‘Usually, dear. But with the problems they're having i

‘What problems?’

‘Percy .. I'm very, very sorry. I was hoping to talk
to you about it this afternoon. T can’t explain it all now.
I'm not even sure Chiron can. Everything happened so
suddenly/

My mind was reeling. How could T not go to camp? |
wanted to ask a million questions, but just then the kitchen
clock chimed the half-hour.

My mom looked almost relieved. ‘Seven thirty, dear.
You should go. Tyson will be waiting,

But -’

Percy, we'll talk this afternoon. Go on to school’

That was the last thing I wanted to do, but my mom
had this fragile look in her eyes — a kind of warning, like
if I pushed her too hard shed start to cry. Besides, she was
right about my friend Tyson. 1 had to meet him at the
subway station on time or he'd get upset. He was scared
of travelling underground alone,

I gathered up my stuff, but I stopped in the doorway.
‘Mom, this problem at camp. Does it . . . could it have
anything to do with my dream about Grover?

She wouldn't meet my eyes. “We'll talk this afternoon,
dear. I'll explain . . . as much as I can’

Reluctantly, T told her goodbye. I jogged downstairs to

catch the Number Two train.
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I didn't know it at the time, but my mom and I would
never get to have our afternoon talk.

In fact, I wouldn't be seeing home for a long, long time.

As T stepped outside, I glanced at the brownstone
building across the street. Just for a second I saw a dark
shape in the morning sunlight — a human silhouette against
the brick wall, a shadow that belonged to no one.

Then it rippled and vanished.



2 —L PLAY DODGEBALL WITH CANNIBALS

My day started normal. Or as normal as it ever gets at
Mertiwether College Prep.

See, it’s this ‘progressive’ school in downtown Man-
hattan, which means we sit on beanbag chairs instead of
at desks, and we don’t get grades and the teachers wear
jeans and rock concert T-shirts to work.

That's all cool with me. I mean, 'm ADHD and dys-
lexic, like most half-bloods, so I'd never done that great in
regular schools even before they kicked me out. The only
bad thing about Meriwether was that the teachers always
looked on the bright side of things, and the kids weren't
always . . . well, bright.

Take my first class today: English. The whole middle
school had read this book called Lord of the Flies, where all
these kids get marooned on an island and go psycho. So
for our final exam, our teachers sent us into the yard to
spend an hour with no adult supervision to see what would
happen. What happened was a massive wedgie contest
between the seventh and eighth graders, two pebble fights
and a full-tackle basketball game. The school bully, Matt
Sloan, led most of those activities.

Sloan wasn’t big or strong, but he acted like he was.
He had eyes like a pit bull, and shaggy black hair, and he
always dressed in expensive but sloppy clothes, like he
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wanted everybody to see how little he cared about his
family’s money. One of his front teeth was chipped from
the time he'd taken his daddy’s Porsche for a joyride and
run into a PLEASE SLOW DOWN FOR CHILDREN sign.

Anyway, Sloan was giving everybody wedgies until he
made the mistake of trying it on my friend Tyson.

Tyson was the only homeless kid at Meriwether College
Prep. As near as my mom and I could figure, hed been
abandoned by his parents when he was very young, probably
because he was so . . . different. He was two metres tall
and built like the Abominable Snowman, but he cried a lot
and was scared of just about everything, including his own
reflection. His face was kind of misshapen and brutal-
looking, I couldn’t tell you what colour his eyes were,
because I could never make myself look higher than his
crooked teeth. His voice was deep, but he talked funny, like
a much younger kid — I guess because he'd never gone to
school before coming to Meriwether. He wore tattered
jeans, grimy stze-twenty sneakers and a plaid flannel shirt
with holes in it. He smelled like a New York City alleyway,
because that’s where he lived, in a cardboard refrigerator
box off 72nd Street.

Meriwether Prep had adopted him as a community
service project so all the students could feel good about
themselves. Unfortunately, most of them couldn’t stand
Tyson. Once they discovered he was a big softie, despite
his massive strength and his scary looks, they made
themselves feel good by picking on him. I was pretty much
his only friend, which meant he was my only friend.

My mom had complained to the school a million times

that they weren't doing enough to help him. She'd called
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